Ah, me, to falter hefore a girl,
Whose shy lids never would let
know.
Save for the lashes wilful curl,
The pansy-purple asleep below!
—Rate Prisax Oscoon.

walk when she was in a hurry.

If any idea of decorum did slum-
ber in the recesses of her mind, it had
been dispelled by the nature of her
discovery and the necessity for con-
vering that discovery into the house
undetected.  So she raced around the
comer of the street, and along the
fashionable boulevard, to the sur-
prised amusement of the occupant of
a carriage that was moving in the
same direction. The great stone resi-
dence, up the steps of which the gird
flew, was lighted as though for some
festal event.

“Goodness!” she gasped, striving
to retain hold of her struggling burden,
while she plunged her fingers into the
shopping-bag pendent from her belt,
in search for an evasive latch-kev.
“1'd forgotten there was a dinner on
this evening! [ wish 1'd gone around
to the side door. But
now that I'm here—"

In accordance with the
contrariety of things in-
animate at a critical mo-
ment, the key slipped from
her grasp and dropped
with a tinkle on the step.
At the same instant the
man in cape overcoat and
high hat, who had alighted
from the carriage, stovped
1o recover the elusive little
object. He swept of his
hat, and smiled. “May 1
assist you?" he asked. But as his glance fell
upon the animal she cammied, an exclamation
of astonishment Lroke from him. *““Where,” he
asked, in the utmost amazement, **where did you
get Galatea?™

“Galatea!™ she echoed, and her young voice
was as keen with amazement as his own. *“*Oh,
what a name for such a cat!™

And entirely fongetful of the danger of being
heard within the house, heedless also of the fact
that she never before had seen the distinguished-
Jooking young man who addressed her, she burst
out laughing, the veritalle Laughter of a child, gay,
wild and sweet.

*You think Pluto would he more appropriate.™
Her mirth was contagious, and he was laughing
too. **She is pretty black, 1 admit, to wear the fair
name of Pypmalion’s statue-love. | think that was
why my uncle christened her Galatea—by way of a
comical contrast between the cat and her cogno-
men.”

Steva Bermiste, supple and erect as eighteen is
apt to be, looked up at him injuringly. His car-
nage had been driven avway. They were in the
vestibule.  Without was the fading daylight. From
behind the doors of frosted glass light came streams-
ing through shades of amber silk. *Does your
undie own this cat?” she Guestioned.

“Yeu.  He is almost frantic over its loss”  He
bent forward and ran his tinger aroumnd the animal's
neck. It is just as he supposed. It was stolen
for the sake of the gold chain it had on its neck.
That must have been filed off. Where did you
find her?™

“1 was down at the college settlement. | went
to see one of the girls in my embroddery dass. It
is a neighborhood where the LS sile are extremely
lIIIIr_ ;“‘hl not —not .l“ I'I"nl"\l." !-‘il.‘ :l‘!'.:lil‘t‘l!. "l
noticed the cat following me when | was hali-way
home. Sol picked her up. | was going 1o keep her.
But of course now that | know who owns her | shall
take her ik, Where does vour uncle hive?”

He mentivned the name of a famous hotel,

“Very well. | shall telephone hin when [ go
up-stairs and tell him I'll take Galatea to him in
the moming. But you've forgotten to tell me your
uncle’s name,”

*It is the same as mine. [ am called after him.”™

Steva resented the teasing tone. She drew her-
self up with a pretty pride that pleased him im-
menscly. For the first time he realized that she
was not a school-girl. as her short walking-skirt,
extremely youthful countenance and propensity for
cats had led him to suppese.

“1 have not the honor of knowing vours,™ she re-
turned with hauteur, *nordo | care to, except inso
far as the restoration of the vat 15 concerned.™

STB\'.\ never could remember to”
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“1 beg your pardon!" he entreated
humbly. *“My mname is Chauncey
Dever. Shall [ not meet you at din-
ner this evening?™

Chauncey Dever! Oh, what wonld
ber aunt say? The wealthy, the
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Then he rang, was duly admitted, formally an-
nounced, and found himself bowing to his hostess
and her magnificent daughter.

*“1 so deeply regret,” he declared, “that | must
apologize for my friend. Captain Stannard re-

ceived a telegram late this aftermoon which
revjuired his immediate retum to his post. He
desired me to con-

vey his regrets to

you and to Miss

Eleanor.™

But while per-

functorily mur-
muring the polite
speeches, his ab-
stracted gaze was
wandering around
the room. She
had said she did
not belonge here.
Faith, she didn't in
a way! the honored
guest told himself
with scant defer-
ence to the charm
of the other young
women present
There was not one
half so gl".n't'f'lﬂ ur
SO0 pretty — not
one! Then, as
despair at not see-
ing  her again
Ioomed blackly be-
fore him, he was
scized by an il-
luminating inspir-
ation.

"“_\‘ dear Mrs.
Hunt!™ he ex-
claimaed. “how
very unfortunate!
We are thirteen
I never should
dare to be one
of thirteen to st
down to dinner.
Is there no one
on whom we may
call to fill the va-
cancyv?” Then he
paused, breathless,

There was a
low-spoken  dia-
Jogue between the

hostess and Eleanor. Regarnding

them, an assertion of George

Ehiot’s flashed across Dever's

mental consciousness: ** The moth-

er often stands behind her daugh-

ter a dark prophecy —To this also
will you come!” It was undeniably
probable that into such an overblown,
would the sumptuous daughter be
transformed by hereditary evolution.
Dever shuddered slightly at the thought.

“1 suppose we must have Steva down.” Mrs.
Hunt was saying reluctantly.

*1 suppose 30, Eleanor assented sullenly, and
frowned.

A message was sent up-stairs. Laughing over
superstitions in general. and this one in particu-
lar, the company waited. Chauncey Dever drew
a quick breath of delight when the girl of the
cat, as he mentally called her, came running
lightly down the stairway. She paused just in-
side the drawing-room door with a Jittle compre-
hensive courtesy that included all the dinner guests.
Then she went straight to her aunt.

“1 hope 1 may avert ill-fortune, Aunt Harriet,”
she said laughingly.

flew over the kevs
in a fantastic waltz

** Miss Berriste,”
he implored, “do
not send Galatea




